For of all moral virtues she was all

That ethics speak of virtues Cardinal.,

Her soul was Paradise; the cherubim

Set to keep it was Grace, that kept out Sin:

She had no more than let in Death, for we

All reap consumption from one fruitful tree.

God took her hence, lest some of us should love

Her, like that plant, him and his laws above:

And when we tears, he mercy shed in this,

To raise our minds to heav'n, where now she is;

Whom if her virtues would have let her stay,

We had had a saint, have now a holiday.

Her heart was that strange bush, where sacred fire,

Religion, did not consume, but inspire

Such piety, so chaste use of God's day,

That what we turn'd to feast she turned to pray,

And did prefigure here, in devout taste;

The rest of her high Sabbath, which shall last.

Angels did hand her up, who next God dwell;

(For she was of that order whence most fell)

Her body's left with us, lest some had said

She could not die, except they saw her dead:

For from less virtue and less beauteousness

The Gentiles framed them gods and goddesses: